FOUR       TALES       BY       Z   E   L   I   D   E

flourished, and those are the only traces that
remain of a love that was once so sweet.

If only I could depict for you, madam, all her
amiability, all her indefinable charm! If only I
could portray for you the tenderness, the skill,
with which she met love with love; mastering the
senses with the soul, putting sweeter pleasures in
the place of livelier ones, making me forget her
person in her grace, her wit, and her talents.
Sometimes I used to complain of her reserve,
which I called hardness and indifference; then she
replied that my father would perhaps permit me
some day to marry her; and, when I wished to
implore him immediately for this permission, she
would say, " Until we have asked for it, we can
have the happiness of believing that it will not be
refused."

Thus nourished with love and hope, I lived
as happily as a man can live when he is without
tranquillity, and when his heart is filled with a
passion which he has long regarded as unworthy
of occupying it.

" Oh, my brother, my brother, what would you
say? " I cried to myself at times. " But you I have
no longer, and who could be worthier than Caliste
to take your place? "

My days did not, however, pass in complete
idleness. The regiment in which I served having
been involved in the disaster of Saratoga, it would
have been necessary, if they had decided to send
me back to America, to enroll me in another corps;
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